I can hear her smiling on the phone. See her animated hand movements. She's wearing earbuds, like I am, freeing her armatures from holding her communications device. For some reason, sometimes during the conversation I picture her with a blue, thin, hood. Thin enough to be completely decorative, ornamental. She speaks with her entire body, and her entire body is forming the sentences. She says that she started the sexy talk. She says that I am the cutest boy. She is not surprised that I think she is the cutest girl. Modesty is not her thing, and I am glad. It is refreshing and deserved.